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she Occaſſon of this Poem was Real, not Fic- 
titious; /o the Method purſued in it, was ra- 
“b cr impoſed, by what ſpontaneoufly aroſe in 
the Author's Mind, on that Occaſion, than meditated, 
or deſigned. Which will appear very probable from 
the Nature of it. For it differs from the common 
Mode of Poetry, which is from long Narrations to draw 
ſhort Morals. Here, on the contrary, the Narrative 
ts ſhort, and the Morality ariſing from it makes the 
Bulk of the Poem. The Reaſon of it is, That the 
Fats mentioned did naturally. pour theſe moral Reflec- 
tions on the Thought of the Writer. 
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It is evident from the Firſt Night, where three | 


Deaths are mentioned, that the Plan is not yet con. 


pleated ; for two only of thoſe three have yet been ſUng- 
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But ſince this Fourth Night finiſhes our principal and 
important Theme, naturally arifing from all Three, 
viz, the Subduing our Fear of Death, it will be a 
proper pauſing Place for the Reader and the Writer too. 
And it is uncertain, whether Providence, or Inclina- 
tion, will permit him to go any farther. 


1 ſay, Inclination, for This Thing was entered on 
purely as a Refuge under Uneaſineſs, when more proper 
Studies wanted ſufficient Reliſh: to detain the „ vater $ 
Attention to them. And that Reaſon ( thanks be to 


Heaven) ceaſing, the Writer has no. farther Occaſion, 


I fhou'd rather ſay Excuſe, for giving in, ſo much. 10 
the Amuſements, amid the Duties, of Life, 


NIGHT 


NIGHT Taz FOURTH. 
Chriſtian TRIUMPH. 


CONTAINING 


Our only Cure for the FEAR 
of DEATH, — 


And Proper SENTIMENTS of HEART on that 
Ineſtimable Bleſſing. 
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NIGHT THE FOURTH. 


The CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 
N Much indebted Muſe, O York ! intrudes. q 
Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, 1 
=) Thine Ear is patient of a ſerious Song. 11 
How deep implanted in the Breaſt of Man 
The n. of Death? I 20 its ſov'reign Cure. 


Why ſtart at Death? Where is he? Death arriv 0d, 
Is paſt; not come, or gone, He's never Here. 
Eer Zope, Senſation fails; Black-boding Man 
Keceives, not ſuffers Death's tremendous Blow. 
The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave; 
The deep damp Vault, the Darkneſs, and the Worm ; 
Theſe are the Bugbears of a Winter's Eve, 
The Terrors of the Living, not the Dead. 
Imagination's Fool, and Error's Wretch, 


* 5 8 
Man makes a Death, which Nature never made; 


Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls; ; 
| And feels a thouſand Deaths, i m fearing one. 3 


But was Death frightful, what has 4ze to fear? 
If prudent, Age ſhould meet the friendly Fo, 
And ſhelter in his hoſpitable Gloom. | 


I ſcarce can meet a Monument, but holds 


My Vounger; every P cries Come e 


And tell! me Int the Wiſeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give his Thought 
Full range, on juſt Diſſite s unbounded Field; 
Of Things, the Vanity; of Men, the Flaws; | 
Flaws in the Bet; the Many, Flaw all oer, 
As Leopards ſpotted, or as LEthiops, dark; 
Vivacious 1//; Good dying i immature”; 

(How immature, Narciſa's Marble tells) 

And at its Death bequeathing endleſs . | 
His Heart, tho' bold, would ſicken at the Sight, 
And ſpend itſelf in Sighs, for future Scenes. 


CS }) 

But grant to Liſe (and Ad d teu 
To /acky Life) ſome Perquiſites of j 
A Time there is;-when like a thrice- told Tale, 
And that of no great Moment, or Delight, 
Long: rifled Life of Sweet can yield r no more, 
But from our Cmmant on the Comedy, at twad oy 
Pleaſing Reflectiout on Parts well. ſuſtain d, 
Or purpos d Emeniations where wel fad, 
Or Hopes of Plaudits frbm . Our candid Judge, 
When, on their Exit; Souls are bid unrobe, 
Toſs, Fartune back her Tinſel, and her Plume, 
And — Fleſh behind the See. 


With me, chat Time chan my 3 dead ; 
A new: World riſes, and new Manners reign: | 
Foreign Comedians, a ſpruce Band * T 
To puſh me from the Scene, or hiſs me there. 
What a pert Rage ſtarts up the Strangers om” A 
And I at them; my Neighbour is urknomng al 
Nor that the worſt; ah me] the dire Effet 
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Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long; 
Of old ſo gracious, (and let * N oF 
My very Maſter knows: me not. — 
e nmol 18919 on to n. Da- 

Shall | dare ſay, Peculiar 2 Nb 1 2 

I've been ſo long rememberid, I'm forgot. 
An Object ever preſſing dims the Sight, 
And hides behind its Ardor 3 A h Org Ly q 10 
When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plant, 
They drink it, as the Nectar of the Great; 
And ſqueeze my Hand, and beg me come to-morrow; 
Refu/al ! canſt thou wear a ſmoother Form? 


Indulge me, nor conceive, I drop my Theme, 
Who cheapens Life, abates the Frar of Death; 
Twice- told the Period ſpent on ſtubborn Troy, ' 
Court-Favour, yet untaken, I befiege z 
Ambition's ill-judg d Effort to be rich. 
Alas! Ambition makes my Little, leſs ; 
Imbittering the Poſſeſe d: e, Win eur are 1 
Wiſhing, 


Wiſhing, of all Employments 
Philoſophy's Reverſe! |arid'/Health's — E 12298 
Was I as plump, as ſtalld Theolcg y;, 


Wi: ;/hing would — I 


Was I as wealthy as a South. S Dream; 

Wiſhing is an Expedient to be poor. 10}. o 2A 

Wiſhing, that conſtant Hochi of a Fol! 

Caught at a Court, purg'd off by purer Air, 

And 4 rutal Life! ike gti % 

i 1801 30 fle ai * rin An 

Bleſt be that Hand divine wich eta "_ 

My Heart at reſt, beneath this humble Shed. 

The World's a ſtately — 


With Pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our Peril! 


Flere, on a ſingle Plank, thrown ſufe aſhore, 

I hear the Tumult of the diſtant Thong, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms; lt 10 
And meditate on Scenes; more ſilent ſtill; oo 
Purſue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. aa 


_ like a — gazing from his Hut, 0 
Touching 


( s ) 
Touching hin Bed. ot leaning mais Re 


Eager Ambition Ker hace I ſce ; “ͥ Ii 
I ſee the circling Hunt; of noiſ Men. 
Burſt Lays acleſuxe, aden the Monnds of Right, 
Purſuing and purſued, ech other's Preͤĩßr' ; 
As Wolves, for Rapige as the Fox, for Wiles z 
Till Death, that nighiy Hunter, earths ne K 
cu u i Rob ging d & 1% 1 169 

Why all this! Tbd-for Triumphs of an Hour? bal 
What, tho' we wade in Wealth, or ſoar in Fame? 
Earth's, higheſt Station ends in; Here he lies, 
And “ Duſt to Duſtꝰ concludes her nobleſt Barge! 14 
If this Song dives, Noſterit y iſuall know - a LON 9 i 
One, tho uni Britain born, with Courtiets bred, 

ho thought even Gold might come a Day wy 3 
Nor on his ſubtle/Peathbed plan:zd his Sclemm 
For future Vagancics — or State; 
Some Avocation deeming it - to die; 
Unbit eee Richz: L dn ih 


Galt s Blunder | ——— of Bl. NA 
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=» | 
O my Coevals! Remnants of yourſelves! 
Poor human Ruins, tott'ring o'er the Grave! = 
Shall we, ſhall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretehed Soil? 
Shall our pale, wither'd Hands be ſtill ftretch'd out, 
Trembling, at once, with Eagerneſs and Age? 
With Avarice, and Convulſions graſping hard ? 
Graſping at Air! for what has Earth beſide? 
Man wants but Little; nor that Little, long 3 - 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very Duſt; 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an Hour? 
Years unexperienc'd ruſn on numerous Ills ; - 
And ſoon as Man, expert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 
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When in this Vale of Years I backward look 
And miſs ſuch Numbers, Numbers too of ſuch, 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their Age, 

And ſtricter on their Guard, and fitter far 
| 5 C To 
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cw) 
To play Life's ſubtle Game, I ſcarce believe | 


T ſtill ſurvive; and am J fond of Life, 


Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I live? 
Alive by Miracle] or, what is next, b rt 
Alive by Mead If I am ſtill alive, 

Who long have bury'd what gives Life to live, 
Firmneſs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. 
Life's Lee is not more ſhallow, than impure, 

And vapid; Senſe, and Reaſon ſhow the Door, 
Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duſt. 


O thou great Arbiter of Life and Death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun! 
Whoſe all-prolific Beam, late call'd me forth 
From Darkneſs, teeming Darkneſs, where I lay 
The Worms inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 
The Duſt I tread on, high to bear my Brow, 
To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, 
And triumph in Exiſtence 3 and could'ſt know 
No Motive, but my Bliſs 3 and haſt ordain'd 

A Riſe 


(6 5 
A Riſe in Bleſſing! with the Patriarch's Joy, 
Thy Call I follow to the Land unknown; 
I truſt in thee, and know in whom I truſt; 
Or Life, or Death, is equal; neither weighs, 
All Weight in this O let me live to Thee! 


Tho' Nawre's Terrors, thus, may be repreſt ; 
Still frowns grim Death; Guilt points the Tyrant's Spear. 
And whence all human Guilt? from Death forgot. 
Ah me! too long I ſet at nought the Swarm. _ 
Of friendly Warnings; which around me flew, 
And ſmil'd unſmitten: Small my Cauſe to ſmile! 
| Death's Admonitions, like Shafts upwards "we 
More dreadful by Delay, the longer &er-- 
They ſtrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound. 
O think how deep, Lorenza / here it ſting; 
Who can appeaſe its Anguiſh? how. it burns 
What Hand the barb'd, envenom'd Thought can draw? 
What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace? 
And turn = Sight undaunted on the Tomb? 

. 2 With 
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With Joy,---with Grief, that healing Hand I ſee; 
Ah! too conſpicuous ! It is fix d on hig. 
On high?--What means my Frenzy? I blaſpheme; 
Alas! how low ? how far beneath the Skies? 
The Skies it form'd; and now it bleeds for me 
But bleeds the Balm I want yet ſtill it He,; 
Draw the dire Steel Ah no- the dreadful Bleſſing 
What Heart, or can ſuſtain? or dares forego? 
There hangs all human Hope: That Nail ſupports 
Our falling Univerſe: That gone, we drop; 
Horror receives us, and the diſmal Wiſh + 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her Birth © 
Darkneſs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duſt; 
When Stars and Sun are Duſt beneath his Throne! 
In Heaven itſelf can ſuch Indulgence dwell? 

O what a Groan was there? A Groan not His, 

He ſeiz d our dreadful Right, the Load ſuſtain'd ; 

And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 
A 


( 33 ) 
A thouſand Worlds /o bought, were bought too dear: 
Senſations net, in Angels Boſoms riſe; 
— their gy: G. and make a Pauſe in Bliſs. 
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O for their Song to reach ay u try T Theme! 
Inſpire me Night / with all thy tuneful Spheres 


Much rather Tb, ho doſt thoſe Spheres inſpire ; 1 
Whit J with &7@phs ſharè ſeraphic Themes, 5 . q 
And ſhow'toiMen, the Dignity: of Man; ; f 
Left I blafpheme my Subject with — i 
Shall Pagan Pages;glow- celeſtial Flame, | 
And Chriſtian, langwiſh? | On-our Hearts, not Heads | 


Falls the foul Infamy : My. Heart! -ayakes;: 1.17 MM 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 317172 VERS i 
\« Expended Deity on human Weal.” _ [ 
Feel the great Txaths, which burſt the tenfold Night 1 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood: i 
Of endleſs Day : To feel, is to be fired; | 4 

And to believe, | Lorenzo / is to feel: 


(nm) 

Thou moſt indulgent, moſt tremendous Power! - 
Still more tremendous; for thy wondrous Love! 
That arms, with Awe more awful, thy Commands; 
And foul Tranſgreſſion dips in ſevenfold Night. 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenſe? 
In Love immenſe, inviolably Juft !\. 0/4 ugh, - 
Thou, rather than thy Nuſtire ſhou'd'be ſtain d, 
Didſt ſtain the C /; and Work of eee 
The _—_— that Wi Deareſt far, "__ ble 

Bold Tough! ſhall T dare gn ir d or repreſs? 
Shou d Man more execrate, or baft, the Guilt, 
Which rod ſuch Vengeance which ſuch Love inflam'd? 
. 
Stern Juſtice, and ſoft-ſmiling Love, embrace. 
Supporting, in full Majeſty, thy Throne, N 903 1291 
When ſeem'd its Majeſty to need Support, * 
Or That, or Mam inevitably loſt? rakage 200 
What, but the Fathomlefs of Thought divine, 
Cou'd labour ſuch Expedient from Deſpair, 


And 


626 
And reſcue both? Both reſcue ! Both exalt !  - 
O how are both exalted by the Deed? _ 
The wond'rous: Deed ! or ſhall I call ĩt more? 
A Wonder in Oninipotence atfelf }- !! 
A Myſtery, no leſs to Gods than Men? 


Not, thus, ous Infidels th“ — bad 
A God all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, - Am) il 
Full-Orb'd, in his whole Round of Rays eee f 
They ſet at odds Heaven's jarring Attributes; 4 
And, with one Excellence, another wound; 


Maim Heaven's Perfection, break its equal Beans, / | 
Bid Mercy triumph over---God himſelf, W [ 


Undeify'd by their approbrious Praiſe : i 

A God Al n 15 ne M bie \ wy 1 
Ve brainleſs Wiss! ye | baptin'd Inkdels! 

Ye worſe for mending ! waſd d to fouler Stain 

The Ranſom was paid down; the Fund 3 

n s mexhauſtible, exhauſted Fund, 


Wut 8 
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Amazing, and amaz d, pour'd forth the Price, 
All Price beyond: Tho' curious to compute, 0 
Archangels fail d to caſt the mighty Sum: 
Its Value vaſt ungraſpt by Minds Create, 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 


And was the Ranſom paid? It was: and paid 
(What can exalt the Bounty more ?) for You. 
The Sun beheld it——No, the ſhocking Scene 


- Drove back his Chariot; Midnight veil'd his Face; 


Not ſuch as This; not ſuch as Nature makes; 
A Midnight, Nature ſhudder'd to behold ; 
A Midnight new! a dread Eclipſe (without 


Oppoſing Spheres) from her Creator's Frown ! 


Sun did'ſt thou fly thy Maker's Pain? or ſtart 
At that enormous Load of human Guilt, 

Which bow'd his bleſſed Head; o'erwhelm'd his Croſs; 
Made groan the Center; burſt Earth's marble Womb, 


With Pangs, ſtrange Pangs! deliver'd of her Dead: 


Hell howl'd; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear J 


Heav'n 


And i is Devetiog Virwe? 2. Tis compeltd ;. 3 is 


What Heart of Stone, but glows at Thoughts, like 


Such atiot mount us; and ſhou'd mount 
The Mind ſtill higher; nor ever glance on Man, 


Unraptur'dz uninflamid Where rowl. my: Thoughts | 


To reſt from Wonders? Other Wonders riſe, 


And ſtrike where er they rowl: My Soul is caught z - 


Heav'n's ſov'reign Bleſſings cluſt'ring from the Croſs, 
Ruſh on her, in a Throng, and cloſe her round, 


The Priſoner of Amate In His bleſt Lie, 


I ſee the Path, and in his Death, the Price, 
Ang in his great eee bak my an 
Hear, O ye Nations ] hear it, O ye Dead! 
He roſe! heiroſe ! hie burſt the Bars of Death. 
Lift up your Heads, ye 1 . 
And * King of Glory 
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(i 199 )) 
Who. is the King bf GN N Ae Mot. a n 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Dea m 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlaſting Gates 
And give the Nigg öf Glory #6 dnt"! 4 | 
Who is the Ring of Glory? He he ler 
The ravenbüis —ͤͤ—ũ— —— dove 
The King of Glory, He; whe: Glory fi. 
Heaven with Art9ement ITE 
And with Divine Complace hey Bere 
Powers moſt illumin'd wilder%d/in''the "TY be A 
019 or mot gnit ND Sni noi uot entvnglt 
The ne! the Joy, how then Thall Mam ſuſtan? 
Oh the burſt Gates! cruſh'd Sting deHhELſtu Throne! 
Laſt Gaſp! of vanquiſmd Death, Shotit Earth and 
This Sam e Gord, to Man! While Natureg then; 
Took Wing, and movinted with Him frem the _ 
Then, then, I reſe; then firſt Hutmanity -/ 14 
Triumphatt palt tho Cryſtat Ports of N Werbe 
(Stupendous Gueſt!) and ſeiꝛ d eternal VoutBhnn, 
Seiz d in our Name. Eier fine, tis blaſphemous 
5 (1 To 


T call Wlan pom. Mans Mortali 2 20 25202 265 | 
Was, then, transfer d to Death; dak e Din 
_ Unalienably. ſeal'd to this frail, Frame, 


This Child of Duſt. Man, alimmortal! Bail z, 8 * 
Hail, Heaven! all-laviſh of ſtrange Gifts to Man! 10 


Thie all che Glory — s. the. 20G leis Bliss. | 


Shi 19) NG | 1 
Where am I. rapt by * 8 mere, ö 
On Chriſtian Joy/s,yxalting, wing, abovsn | 
Th. Aanian Mount: Alas, ſmall Cauſe for Joy Sn 
What if to Pain, immontal % If Extent HN | 
Of Being, to preclude a Cloſe of Woe ?; |... 
Where, then; my beaſt of Immortality ?: 
I boaſt it ſtill, tho co d Oer with Guilt; 
For Guilt, not Inpogence, His Life He pour d; 
"Tis Guilt alone can zuſtify His Death 319 0 deer 
Nor that, unleſs His Death can juſtif) * 
Relenting Guilt ini Heavens ndulgett 3 no ” 
If ſick of Folly, Idtelent; He writes 1% l 2A *? | 
My Name in Heaven, with that:iaverted-Spear: /. © j 
baved Ms. (A Spear | 


6029 
(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood!) which peed his Side 
And open'd there a Font for all Mankind -* | | | 
Who ſtrive, who combat Crimes, to drink; ne" live: : 
This, only this ſübdues the Fear of Death. - 


" 5 R 


And what is 75 - Survey the wond'rousS Cure: 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rife ! 

ce pardon for infinite Offence !. and Pardon 

*« Thro' Means; that ſpeak-its/Value-iofinite!  / / 
ce A Pardon bought with Blood! with Blood Divine! 
« With Blood Divine of won | E-made-my Foe! 
6 Perſiſted to provoke ! tho' w od, and aw'd, 

<< Bleſt, and chaſtiz d, a flagrant Rebel ſtill l: 
* A Rebel midſt the T hunders of his Thavee ! god f 
% Nor I alone! a Rebel Univerſdſe2e 
] «© My Species up in Arms! not — 2 

ö « Yet for the fouleſt of the Foul, He dies. 
| « Moſt joy'd, for the Redeem'd from deepeſt Guilt ! 
| « As if our Race was held of higheſt Rank; 
N * And: Godhead dearer, as mare kind te Ma 
Togo £2) & C Bound 
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Bound every Heart! and every Boſom burn 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here! 
Its loweſt Round, high-planted on the Skies; 'B 
Its tow'ring Summit loſt beyond the Thought 
of Man or Angel: Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful Aſcent, with equal Praiſe ! 
Praiſe ! flow for ever, (if Aftoniſhment | . | 
Will give thee Leave) my Praiſe ! for ever flow ;; - 
Praiſe Ardent, Cordial, Conſtant, to High Heaven 
More fragrant than Arabia facrific'd ; 
And all her ſpicy Mountains, in a flame. - 


So dear, ſo due to heaven, ſhall/ Praiſe deſcend” 
With ber ſoft Plume, (from plauſive Angels: wing 
Firſt pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great? 

Is Praiſe the Perquiſite of every Paw, 

Tho? black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold? 
Oh love of Gold! thou meaneſt of Amours! 
Shall Praiſe her Odours waſte, on Virtues dead, 


n 
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Embalm the Baſe, tn Stench or Guilt, -: 
Earn dirty Bread, by waſfing Æthiops fair, 


Removing Filth, or ſinking it from fight, 


A Scavenger in Steres, here barant Poſts 
Like Gibbets yet untenanted;' ex pet 
Their future Ornaments? From Courts, and Thrones, 
Return, apoſtate Praiſe Thou Vagabond? 
Thou Proſtitute] to thy firſt Love return, 
Thy firſt, * be once untiwall' d Theme. 


1 . 1 4 13 


There flow abe like e . baA 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that parent Power, 
Who gives the Tongue to ſound, the Thought to ſoar, 
The Soul to Be. Men chomage pay to Men. 
Thoughtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful Eye they bow - 
In mutual Awe profound, of Cay to Clay, 
Of Guilt to Guilt, and turn their Backs on Thee, 
Great Sire] whom Thrones celeſtial ceaſeleſs fing; 
To proſtrate Angels, an amazing Scene 
Oh the-Preſumption; of Man's Au for Man! | . | 


Man's Author! End! Reſtorer! Law! and Judge! 


(2) 
Thine, Allg Day thine, and thine this gloom of Night,/ 

With all her Wealth, with al her radiant Words:: 
What, Night eternal; but a Frown from Thee? 
What, Heaven's meridian Glory, but Thy Smile? 
And {hall not Fraſe be T hineꝰ not Human Praiſe p. 
rs high-Hoft mmm ive nn 


e . A*. 
My Soul in praiſe to him, who gave my m. | 
And all her Infinite of :PrdfþeQt fair, 145 lit * 
Gut thro” the Shades of Hell, great ene. 
Oh moſt adorable ! moftiunador'd!:: 1! 1\ 
Where Nall the Preis ego, bk nere ſhould: ey 
Where'er I'turn; what Claim on all Applauſe? - 
How is Nights fable Mantle labour'd oer, 

How richly wrought, with Attributes divine? 
What V iſalom ſhines what\Love? This midnight Pomp, 
This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay d; 
Built with divine Ambition ! nought to Thee; 

For Others this Profuſion! Thou, apart. 
Above, Beyond! oh tell me, mighty Mind! 


I. 24 * 
Where art thou? ſhall I dive into the Dag? 
Call to the Sun, or aſk tlie roaring Winds, Wi 
For their Creator? ſhall I queſtion loud 1 bd 07 
The Thunder, if in that th Almighty dwells? 
Or holds He furious Storms in ſtreighten d Reins, 
And bids fierce M hirliuinas wheel his rapid Carr? 


What mean theſe Queſtions ?--trembling I retract; 

My proſtrate Soul adores the — Woo T / 
Praiſe I a diſtant Deity ? He tunes { Ha bar 

My Voice (if tun'd ;) the Nerve, that — 1 3 

Wrap'd in his Being, I reſound his Praiſe: 

But tho paſt 4 diffus d, without a Shore, 
His Eſſence; local is His Throne, (as meet 

To gather the Diſperſt (as Standards ca! 
The Liſted from afar) to fix a Point. 
A central Point, collective of his Sens 
Since finite, ev'ry An but his o Wwn. 


: 


The nameleſs He, whoſe: Nod is Nature's Birth 5 
And MNatare's Shield, the Shadow of his Hand ; 


G27 ) 
Her Diſſolution, his ſuſpentled Smile; 03 93013 © 3 11 


The great Firſt=L4 pavilion'd high Herve 5 it5. 
In Darkneſs, from. exceſſive Splendor, born 

By Gods unſeen, unleſs, through Luſtre loſt. 1 1004 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright, © 1204 die 
As that, to central Horrors; He looks a u 
On All that ſoars; and * lmmeufey. dl 


' Tho! Night wunnumber' Worlds auifolds — | 
Boundleſs Creation] what art thou? a Beam, 

A meer Efluvium. of his Majeſty: 
And ſhall an Atom of this — — Fa 
Mutter in Duſt, and Sin, dhe Theme of Heaven? ; 
Down to the Center ſtiou d I ſend my Thought, 


—— 


Thro? Beds of glittering Ore, and glowing Gems, - 
Their beggar d Blaze;' pm. * 55 
Goes out in Darkneſs: If, on tow'ring Wing, f 


I ſend it thro! the boundleſa Vault of Stars: 

The Stars, tho! rich, what Droſs their Gold to Thee, | 

Great! Goog! Wiſe! Wonderful "Eternal Ning? 
| . * 21:ÞB 911} bol A. 2310? If - 


( 26 ) 

If to thoſe coꝝſciaus Sars thy Throne around. 
Praiſe ever- pouring, and imbibing Bliſs). 
And aſk their Strain; They want it, more they want; 
Poor, their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 


Languid their Energy, their Ardour col. 
Indebted Ally cheir higheſt Rapture bum z 
Short of its l 2 tho' Divine 


— Theme e 6. Man's alone; 
Their vaſt Appointments reach it not; They fee | 
On Earth a Bounty, mot indulg d on high; 292m 4 
And downward look for Heaven's fuperior Praiſe! 
irie hem of Eier bighwineFickia-of Light! 
View Man, ro fee. the Glary of:your'Ged!t 10 n 
Couꝰd Angels envyz they had .envy'd here 3 'oulT 
And ſome did envy 7 ant the reſt, tho Gods, 1d] 
Vet ſtill Gods waredeem'd> (there trminphs Man, 
Tempted to weigh the Duſt againſt the Skies) 1 bat 
They leſs wou'th feel; tho; more adorn, my Theme. 
They ſung (Greatipn, (lor in that they ſhar'd)- 
How roſe in Melody, the Child of Love ? 


( 
cue great 3 Nen fed ff 
Tis — — nr * T 
Tho' human, yet divine; for ſhou d not Th,; , 
Raiſe Man Oer Man, and kindle Seraphs here? 
Redemptiin ! wa Creation more Sublime; 
Redemption ! twas the Labour of the Skies; 
Far more than Labour It was Death in Heaven. 
A Truth fo ſtrange tere bold to think it true 
If not 1 to diſbelieve. e ele UnS | 
091} noms (otro) Frey - of gb fr 
Here bow and ponder: Was there Death in Heaven? 
What then on Earthꝰ On Earth which ſtruck the Blow? 
Who ſtruck it? Who? AO how is Man enlargd 
Seen thro this Medium ꝰ How the Pigmy tow'rs? 
How counterpois d his Origin from Duſt ? 
How voided his'vaſt"Diſtance-from' the Skies Þ' © 
How near he preſſes on the Seraph's Wing? 
Which is the Seraph p Wynten ine Borm of Clay? 
1 How 


628) 

How This demonſtrates; thro?'the thickeſt Cloud 5 
Of Guilt, and Clay eondenſt, the Son of Heaven? 
The double Son; the Made; and the Reamade; 
And ſhall Heaven's double Property he loſt 7: 
Man's double Madneſs only can deſtro © | | 
To Man the bleeding Croſs has promis'd all; 
The bleeding Croſs has ſworn eternal Grace 
Who gave his Life, what Grace ſtiall He deny ? 
O ye! who from this Rock of \ Ages, leap eb mort / 
Diſdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep | 
What cordial Joy, what Conſolation ſtrong 
Whatever Winds ariſe, or Billows rowl, 
Our Intereſt in the Maſter of the Storm?) 
Cling there, and in wreck%d: Nature's Ruine . 1 
While vile Apoſtates tremble in a Calm. 

ont nig) ein Heο)οοτνν - 


Man! Know: thyſelf; all Wiſdom centers there: 
To none Man ſeems ign oble, but to Man; 
Angels that Grandeur, Men o'erlook, admire: 
How long ſhall, Nn Nee be. Their Book, 


7 
ann 4 
1 A | 
$3 Fa 4 hk Y 


ege- 


„ 1 
Degenerate Mortal! and unread by Thee Pant | . 7 
The Beam dim Reaſon ſheds ſhows Wonders There; 
What High Contents? Illuſtrious Faculties? 
But the grand Comment, which diſplays at full 
Our human Height, ſcarce ſever'd from Divine, 
By Heaven compos d, was publiſh'd on the Groſs - 
Who looks on that, and ſees not in himſelf 
A glorious Partner 5 with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal Life ! 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm: 
I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 
Catches ſtrange Fire, Eternity! at the, 
And drops the World Lor rather, more enjoys: 
How chang d the Face of Nature? how improv'd? 
What ſeem'd a Chaos, ſhines a glorious World, 
Or, what a World, an EZaen; heighten d all! 
It is another Scene] another Self! 
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(30) : 
And that a 8 far more illuſtrious ſtill. _ 
Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd up in Shades, 
Unpierc'd by bold Conjecture's keeneſt — f 


What Evolutions of ſurprixing Fate D naa an ST 1 


How Nature opens, and receives — 171.00 
In boundleſs Walls of raptur d Thought? Where Gods 
Encounter, and embrace me ! What new Births 
Of ſtrange Adventure; foreign to the Sun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er my” 
Old Time, and fair Creation, - are eee incl A 


* LS _m—_ 
£ 47+ 4 : P.. g 7 * * : 7 1 1 8 2 * f + a 1 7 
Elm Ln War 28111 11 


Is tis eg: ? of _ we — 
Extravagant Conception; 
Conception unconfin'd wants Wing to reach him ; / 
He, the great Father! kindled at one Flamme 
The World of Rationals; one Spirit pour d 
From Spirits awful Fountain; pour'd Himſeltf 


I 


, 


Thro' all their Souls; but not in equal _ 5 


Profuſe, or frugat of ti inſpiring God. 
As his wiſe Plan demanded ; and when paſt 


(i) 
Their various Trials, in their — 
If they continue rational, as made, 
— Hind again 3/ 2 
His Throne 2 n and 25 their Crown: 
Why: doubt we, then, the Babes Thom to . | 
mſung, as deem'd perhaps too bold ? 
Angels are Men of a ſuperior Kind 5 + ann 
Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad, OE o 
High o'er celeſtial Mountains wing d in Flight; 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Fiu, 
Who wade this _— Vie, and climb with Pain, 
And lippery A ottom of the Steez: 
| has Fetal hand their Praiſe; 
While Here of Corps Etherial, fach-enroll'd; 
And ſummor'd to the Standard ſoon, 
Which flames eternal Crimſon thiroꝰ the Skies. 
Nor are our Brothers thoughtleſs of their _ 
Yet abſent ; but not abſent frorn their Love. 
Michael has dug x au 


Our Triumphs; Gabriel on our Errands flown ;.. 
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({ 388 } 
Sent by the Sozereion ©: And are theſe, O Man! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies? and Thou — | 
The Cheek to Cynder) Rival to the Brute? 


- * 2 £ 3 * 11 ung 9 85 * 
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| Religion? s All. Deſcending from tou Skies | 
To wretched Man, the Goddeſs in her Left A 
Holds out 4 World, and in her Right, the next; _ 
Religion ! the ſole Voucher Man is Man; 
Supporter ſole of Man above. himſelf; — 
Even in this Night of Frailty, ee and 1 Death, 
She gives the Soul a Soul that acts a God. | 
Religion] Providence! an After-State ! 
Here is firm Footing; here is ſolid Rock; 
This can ſupport 1 us; all is Sea bels, 
Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then eee 3 
His Hand the good Man faſtens on the Skies, 
And bids Earth rowl, nor feels her idle Whirl. 
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Darkneſs, and Stench, and ſuffocating D 
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e 
And Dungeon Horrors, by kind Fate, diſcharg d, 


Climbs ſome fair Eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyſian Proſpects riſe, 
His Heart exults, his Spirits caſt their Load, 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the Change; 
So joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aim, 
And ſordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts, 
To Reaſon's Region, her own Element, 
Breaths Hopes immortal, and affects the Skies. 


Religion! thou the Soul of Happineſs ; 
And groaning Calvary, of thee ! There ſhine 
The nobleſt Truths; there ſtrongeſt Motives ſting ! 
There, ſacred Violence aſſaults the Soul; 
There, nothing but Compalſion is forborn. 
Can Love allure us? or can Terror 'awe ? 
He weeps! the falling Drop puts out the Sun; 
He ſighs! the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation ſhakes. 
If, in his Love, ſo terrible, what thgen 
| F His 


| ( 744 |) 
His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tenderneſs on Fire? 
Like ſoft, ſmooth Oyl, outblazing other Fires? 
Can Prayer, can Praiſe avert it ?--Thou, my All. 
My Theme! my Inſpiration! and my Crown! 
My Strength in Age! my Riſe in low Eſtate ! 
My Soul's Ambition » Pleaſure, Wealth! - my World! 
My Light in Darkneſs! and my Life in Death ! 
My Boaſt thro' Time! Bliſs thro” Eternity! 
Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy Praiſe ! 
Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man! 


To Man, of Men the meaneſt, even to me; | 


My Sacrifice ! my God! --- what things are Theſe ! 


| What then art Thou? by what NameſhallIcallThee? 
Knew I the Name devout Arch-angels uſe, 
Devout Arch-angels ſhou'd the Name enjoy, 
By me unrival'd; Thouſands more ſublime, 
None half ſo dear, as that, which tho' unſpoke, 
Still glows at Heart ; O how Omnipotence 


Is loſt in Love? Thou great Philanthropiſt/ .. 
Father 


2 


T3 To 
Father of Angels! but the Friend of Man! 
Like Jacob, fondeſt of the younger born! 


Thou, who didſt ſave him, ſnatch the ſmoaking Brand 
From out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood! 


How art Thou pleas d, by Bounty to diſtreſs? 
To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 
Too big for Birth ? to favour, and confound ? 
To challenge, and to diſtance, all Return? 
Of laviſh Love ſtupendous Heights to ſoar, 
And leave Praiſe panting in the diſtant Vale ? 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of 280 Doe; ; 
And ſacrilegious our ſublimeſt Song. 

But ſince the naked Willi obtains thy Smile, 
Beneath this Monument of Praiſe unpaid, 

And future Life ſymphonious to my Strain, 
(That nobleſt Hymn to Heaven ) for ever lye 
Intomb'd my Fear of Death / and every Fear, 
The Dread of oy LP but FN Frown. - 
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Whom ſee I youre, fo anwilly ſmile? 
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"KS 
Laughter a' Labour, and might break their reſt. 
Ye Quietiſts, in Homage to the Skies! 
Serene ! of ſoft Addreſs! who mildy make 
An unobtrufive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence! who Halt indeed 
But for the Bleſſing, wre/t/e not with Heaven! 
Think you my Song, too turbulent? too warm ? 
Are Paſſions, then, the Pagans of the Soul? 
Reaſon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd | | 
To touch Things facred'? Oh for warmer ftill! 
Guilt chills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my Pow'rs ; 
Oh for an humbler Heart, and prouder Song ! 
Thou, my much injur'd Theme! with that ſoft: * 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the Coldneſs of my Breaſt; 
And Pardon to the Winter in my nf. 


Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formaliſts! 
On ſuch a Theme, tis impious to be calm; 
woot gl | OY | Shall 


. 
Shall Heaven which gave us Ardor, and has flewn 
Her own for Man fo ſtrongly, not diſdain 
What ſmooth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy Doctors preach, 
That Proſe of Piety, a lukewarm Praiſe? 
Riſe Odours ſweet from Incenſe PT” ? 
Devotion, when lukewarm, i 18 undevout; 5 
But when it glows, its Heat is ſtruck, to Heaven; 
To human Hearts her golden Harps are ſtrung; 
High Heaven's Orcheſira chaunts Amen to Man. 


+. 


Hear I, or dream I hear, Their diſtant Strain, 
Sweet to the Soul, and taſting ſtrong of Heaven, 
Soft-waſted on celeſtial Pity's Plume, 

Throꝰ the vaſt Spaces of the Univerſe, 

To chear me, in this melancholy Gloom? 

Oh when will Death, (now ſtingleſs) like a Friend, 
Admit me of their Choir? Oh when will Death, 
This mould'ring, old, Partition-Wall thrown down, 
Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode? 


— 


7 
Oh Death divine! that gives us to the Skies. 
Great Future. glorious Patron of the Paſt, 
And Preſent ! when ſhall I thy Shrine adore ? 
From Nature's Continent, immenſely wide, 
Immenſely bleſt, this little Ie of Life, 
This dark, incarcerating Colony, == 
Divides us. Happy Day! that breaks our Chain; 
That manumits; that calls from Exile home; 
That leads to Nature's great Metropolis, 
And re- admits us, thro” the guardian Hand 
Of elder Brothers, to our F ather's Throne 30 
Who hears our Advocate, and thro' his Wounds 
Beholding Man, allows ht tender Name. 
"Tis this makes Chriſtian Triumph, a Command: 
"Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wiſe ; 
Tis impious, in a good Man, to be . 


Seeſt thou Lorenzo ! where hangs all our Hope? 
Touch'd by the Croſs we live; or, more than die; 


That Touch which touch'd not Angels; more divine 
Than 


( Pp ) 
Than that, which touch'd Confuſion. into Form, 


And Darkneſs into Glory; Partial Towch / 
Ineffably pre-eminent Regard ! 

Sacred' to Man, and Sovereign thro” the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heaven thro? all Duration, and ſupports 
In one illuſtrious, ' and amazing Plan, 

Thy Welfare, Nature! and thy God's Renown ; 
That Touch, with: charm. celeſtial, heals the Soul 


Diſeas'd, drives Pain from Guilt, Lights Life in Death, 


Turns Earth to Heaven, to heavenly Thrones transforms 
The ghaſtly Ruins of the mould'ring Tomb. 

Do'ſt aſk me when? when Ze who dy'd returns; 
Returns, how chang'd? where then the man of Woe? 
In Glory's terrors all the Godhead burns; 

And all his Courts exhauſted by the Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a ſtupendous Solitude in Heaven; 
Repleniſht ſoon; repleniſht with encreaſe 
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1 ) | 95 
Of Pomp, and Multitude; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new : of Angels from the Tomb. 


Is this by Fancy thrown remote? and riſe 
Dark Doubts between the Promiſe, and Event ? 
I ſend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure; 

Read Nature; Nature is a Friend to Truth; 
Nature is Chriſtian, preaches to Mankind; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our Creed. 
Haſt thou ne'er ſeen the Comet's flaming Flight ? 
Th' illuſtrious Stranger paſſing, Terror ſheds 

On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 

Of length enormous; takes his ample Round 
Thro' Depths of Ether; coaſts unnumber'd Worlds, 
Of more than ſolar Glory; doubles wide 
Heaven's mighty Cape, and then reviſits Earth, 


From the long Travel of a thouſand Years. 

Thus, at the deſtin'd Period, ſhall return 

He, once on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze ; 
And with him all our Triumph o'er the Tomb. 

— Nature 


1 


Nature is dumb on this important Point; 


Or Hope precarious in low Whiſper breaths : 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diſtin& ; even Adders hear, 
But turn, and dart into the Dark again. 

Faith builds a Bridge acroſs the Gulph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot ſhun 3 
And lands Thought ſmoothly on the farther Shore. 


Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes; 


That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
*Tis Faith diſarms Deſtruction; and abſolves 
From every clamorous Charge, the guiltleſs Tomb. 


Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo ! --- & Reaſon bids, 
All- ſacred Reaſon.”--- Hold her ſacred ſtill ; 
Nor ſhalt Thou want a Riyal in thy Flame : 

All- ſacred Rea/or / Source, and Soul, of all 

Demanding Praiſe, on Earth, or Earth above ! 
My Heart is Thine : Deep in its inmoſt Folds, 
Live Thou with Life; live dearer of the Two. 
Wear I the bleſſed e Fortune Stampt 
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(=) 
On paſſive Nature, before Thought was born! 9 
My Birth's blind Bigot ! fir'd with food Zeal! 
No; Reaſon rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 
Weigh'd True and Falſe in her impartial * * 
My Heart became the Convert of my Head; ON 
And made that Choice, which once was but my Fate. 
“On Argument alone my Faith is built:“ £ 
Reaſon purſu'd is Faith ; and unpurſu'd | 
Where Proof invites, *tis Reaſon, then, no more: 
And ſuch our Proof, that, or our Faith is right, 
Or Reaſon lies, and Heaven deſign'd it wrong : 
Abſolve we This? What, then, is Blaſphemy ? 


Fond as we are, and juſtly fond of Faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our Firſt Regard, 
The Mother honour'd, as the Daughter dear ; 
Reaſon the Root, fair Faith is but the Flow'r; 
The fading Flower ſhall die; But Rea/for lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. 

When Faith is Virtue, Reaſon makes it ſo. 


Wrong 


( 43 ) 
Wrong not the Chriſtian, think not Reafon yours ; 
"Tis Reaſon our great Maſter holds fo dear; 
*Tis Reaſon's injur d Rights His Wrath reſents ; 
Tis Reaſon s Voice obey'd His Glories crown; 
To give loſt Reaſon Life, He pour'd his own : 
Believe, and ſhow the Reaſon of a Man; 
Believe, and taſte the Pleaſure of a God; 
Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb : 
Thro' Reaſon's Wounds alone, thy Faith can die; 
Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, 
And dips in Venom his twice-mortal Sting. 


Learn hence what Honours, what loud Pzans due 
To thoſe, who puth our Antidote afide ; 

Thoſe boaſted Friends to Reaſon, and to Man, 
Whoſe fatal Love ſtabs every Joy, and leaves 
Death's Terror heighten'd gnawing on his Heart. 
Theſe pompous Sons of Reaſon Idoliz'd, 

And Vilify'd at once ; of Reaſon dead, 


Then Deify'd, as Monarchs were of old, 
Ga What 


GA 
What Conduct plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 
While Love of Truth thro? all their Camp reſounds, 
They draw Pride's Curtain o'er the Noon-tide Ray, | 


Spike up their Inch of Reaſon, on the Point 
Of Philoſophic Wit, call d Argument, 

And then exulting in their Taper, cry, 

c Behold the Sun:“ And Indiau- like, adore. 


Talk they of Morals ? O thou bleeding Love! 
Thau Maker of ac Morals to Mankind! 
The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wiſe as Socrates, if ſuch they were, 
(Nor will they bate of that ſublime Renown) 
As wiſe as Socrates, might juſtly ſtand 
The Definition of a modern Fool: 
Chriſtian is the higheſt Stile of Man. 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs wipes off 
As a foul Blot, from his diſhonour'd Brow ? 
If Angels tremble, *tis at ſuch a Sight : | 
The Wretch they quit, deſponding of their Charge, 
More ſtruck with Grief or Wonder, who can tell ? 


| „ F - 

Ye ſold to Senſe! ye Citizens of Earth! 
(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian Banner fly) 
Know ye how wiſe your Choice, how great your Gain ? 
| Behold the Picture of Earth's happieſt Man: 
He calls his Wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
« And fays, he call'd another; That arrives, 
Meets the ſame Welcome; yet he {till calls on; 
« Till One calls Him, who varies not his Call, 
« But holds him faſt, in Chains of Darkneſs bound, 
„Till Nature dies, and Judgment ſets Him free; 
A Freedom, far leſs welcome than his Chain.” 


But grant Man Happy; grant him Happy long; 
Add to life's higheſt Prize her lateſt Hour 
That Hour ſo late, is nimble in Approach, 

That, like a Poſt, comes on in full Career; 

How ſwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shrowd ? 
Where is the Fable of thy former Vears? 

Thrown down the Gulph of Time; as far from Thee 


As they had ne ler been Thine; the Day in Hand, 
dF Like 


( 46 ) 
Like a Bird ſtruggling to get looſe, is going; 


Scarce now poſſeſs d, fo ſuddenly tis gone; 
And each ſwift Moment fled, is Death advanc'd 
By Strides as ſwift : Eternity is All; 

And whoſe Eternity? Who triumphs there? 
Bathing for ever in the Font of Bliſs ! 

For ever baſking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo who? Thy Conſcience ſhall reply. 


O give it Leave to ſpeak ; *twill ſpeak ere long, 
Thy Leave unaſkt : Lorenzo hear it now, 
While uſeful its Advice, its Accent mild. 
By the great Edict, by divine Decree, 
Truth is depoſited with Man's /a/t Hour; 
An honeſt Hour, and faithful to her Truſt. 
Truth, eldeſt Daughter of the Deity ; 
Truih, of his Council, when he made the Worlds, 
Nor leſs, when he ſhall judge the Worlds he made ; 
Tho! filent long, and ſleeping ne'er fo found, 


Smother'd with Errors, and oppreſt with Toys, 
That 


( 47 ) 
That Heaven-commiſſion'd Hour no ſooner calls, 


But from her Cavern in the Soul's Abyſs, 
Like Him they fable under Ana whelm'd, 
The Goddeſs burſts in Thunder, and in Flame; 
4” Loudly convinces, and ſeverely pains. 
Dark Demons 1 diſcharge, and Hydra-ſtings, 
The keen Vibrations of bright Truth — is Hell: 
Juſt Definition ! tho' by Schools untaught. 
Ye Deaf to Truth ! peruſe this parſon'd Page, 


D 2 
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And truſt, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieſt, 
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« Men may live Fools, but Fools they cannot die. 
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